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HISUR to-morrow. No wonder it looms so large in
.the Arab mind, for it is the first water-hole we meet
*for five days, and after leaving it there will be none
for a further seven or eight. To-day a long anxious march
across the barren plain, sun-baked and filmy with mirage,
brought us just before nightfall to a copse where it bears due
east. Approach to a water-hole is made with much caution,
for if an enemy is already in possession, there is a choice
between hasty retreat tormented by thirst and fear of
pursuit, or a fight for possession. As always we arrived with
empty water-skins. The Badawin no sooner off-saddled
and hobbled their camels than they wandered off on all
sides with their eyes to the earth for sign of an enemy, or
fresh tracks of a raiding party, while three chosen men went
in a wide cast round the water-hole to see if all were safe to
dig it out for to-morrow's watering. Shisur's loneliness
makes it an inevitable place of call for raiders, and it is a
proper practice to fill in a water-hole when leaving to delay
possible pursuers. Here Nature does the work, sand
filtering in and filling it up after a day or two.

Next day we went off there by relays of six to eight
camels, for the thirsty brutes take hours to water out of the
small leathern buckets and the spring is a mere trickle. The
way lies across a spacious stoneless plain (an excellent land-
ing ground) to a rocky eminence crowned by conspicuous
ruins of a rude fort. Undercutting the knoll lies a cave
some fifty feet deep, and in the base of its sloping floor is a
fissure which barely admits a human arm to the water
beneath. According to legend, one Badr bin Tuwairij was